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TESTING THE RIDDLE 


“Say, how far can a dog run into a woods?” asked Wilton of 
his friend Glenbrook Glow Worm as they sat on an apple high in an 
apple tree. 

“What kind of a nut question is that?” growled Glenbrook who 
didn’t care much for the riddles Wilton kept springing on him. 

“Well, it’s not so nutty when I tell you,” said Wilton, grinning. “A 
dog can only run half way in. After that he’s running OUT! Haw Haw!” 

He laughed so hard he fell against Glenbrook and both of them slid 
off the shmy apple to land, on Qie back of a dog who was passing by. 
In fact, he was heading into the woods! 

“Now you can find out if your silly riddle checks out!” said Glen¬ 
brook, s milin g, and Wilton said of course, it would check out! 

“Vr.,, illof waif an/1 nr«i*n con right!” sald Wiltou. “But Ict’s not 


talk 


‘You just wait and you’ll s£- 

.. so loud or this dog might hear us!” 

Soon, Wilton Wasp pointed ahead: “There’s the center of the woods! 

” ” flown this way many times before and I KNOW!” 


That little pond! I’ve flown this way many times before and I KNO’ 

Suddenly the dog dove into the pond! That was what he had c( 
here for! A refreshing dip in the pond on this warm day! Both Glenbi 
and Wilton received a liiorough soaking as they clung to the dog’s fm, 
too surprised to do anything else! 

The happy dog climbed out of the pond. 

“Well, he hasn’t run out of the woods yet, Wilton! Heh heh!” snorted 
Glenbrook. 

“He v^! He will!” cried Wilton. 

Soon the dog started leaving the pool. “Ha! What did I TELL you, 
Glenbrook?” declared Wilton. “Now he’s leaving the woods!” 

“So what? He’s just going out the way he came and besides he’s just 
WALKING!” said Glenbrook, snickering. 

“He certainly won’t be JUST WALKING out of the woods if / can 
help it!” said Wilton, looking tough. 

“Why, what do you intend to do, Wilton?” asked Glenbrook 
nervously. 

“I’m going to STING him on his tail! THATLL make him run! 
Heh heh!” 

“Don’t you dare!” said the glow worm firmly, “We’re in no huny to 
get back to the apple tree! Besides, dogs can turn their heads back 
awfully fast and BITE!” 

“G<re, I never thought of that!” said Wilton Wasp. 

It was dark as they came to the spot where the dog slowly passed the 
apple tree. Wilton carried Glenbrook up to their home in the apple 
tree, the glow worm lighting the way. 
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